n 9 
BUN — 
POCKET COMPANION: | 


OR THE | 


MERRY FELLOW: 
ele | 
4; 6OLLECTION 


4 


8255 wr A NEW SELECTION TY 


55 10 4 5 28, gen LENT. 


MF 
©. + 


3 


bs TITTY FOR v We LANE, 
. 1 2 > Winews] 15 


IN DU E K 


2 —ů— —ð—; är 


A 


12 


| AT feek to know what place detains — 27 

A dance round the may- ole my boſom delights 27 

An anxious mether ſcareb'd in vain — 30 
As Dick the duſiman drove thro Saliſb'ry- court 
At eve with the weoodlark I reſt | 


B 
Ben Mizen-peak, an honeſt tar — — 
| Bright Cbanticleer proclaim'd the dawn — 
| 4 
C 
Come never ſeem to mind it — 
Come all bands a- hey to the anchor — 


Celia hoard thy charms no more — — 


INDEX. 


D 
Dear Nancy I've ſail'd the worid all around 


E 
Ev ry neW caprice Furſuing — e 
F 
Fair Auna lou d a ruſtic bey * REO 
Fill, fill the glaſs, 40 beauty "+ ars — 
From cobler's bulk to ſplendid Boy. W 
Fickle youth thro the garden of beauty may range 
For England when with fav ring gale — 


Fair Kate of We eymouth lewd a tar had © 


| | H 


How gaily roll'd the moments an — — 


Had 1 but the wings f a de "TE 

Had my [ove ever travell'd the d. cp we from m 3 ne 
Haft thou Fro. the oak that thr. 

How bapfily my life I led — — 
8 bark, Eliza s tunecful voice — 


* * 
+. | [ 
* » 
0 


Tam a e fellow alth a married man 
In defence. EY ber ſeæ ak a woman may ſpeak 


25 
| 


pI 
21 


wo Gown t 
£9 t» bs Wn 


E 


7 
7 


is 


WA 0 + RX 
£ to» bs ni GOuwm 


WH 


— MN. Wu — 


INDE X. 


In this chaos of new fangled modes that wve live 


In fterms when clouds cbſcure the ſky 


Jobnny vas @ piper's ſon — — 


— — — 
— 
In tattcr' d weeds from togon to town — 
1 7 round the ⁊uorid poor ſailors roam — 
—— 


I am a jolly gay pedlar — 


| 
Love, thou ſtrange capricious boy m= 3 
Liitle thinks the tetonſman's wife — 
M 


My father's before me, I've heard the folks ſay 


ED OY 
Ned Flint was load by all the -s —— 
No more that angel form to view — — 
8 
On Tay's ſweet bank the lint white ſings ſo cherily 
0 liften, liſten to the voice of love — 
O whar a country for people to marry in — 


Ob, when the fawer'd youth you love — 
Obſerve boww enchanting - 


O hapleſs youth to grandeur born — 
Or barren bills and flagvery dals — 


40 
. 


74 


29 


71 


n r 


Poor Anchoret, a maiden fair —— 


* 


Three lowers J boaſt who are band ſome and ſmart. 
They tell me Jm tos young to wed — 


The ſea-worn tar, who in the war 
The turban'd turk who ſear ns the world 


Than enuy d monarchs happier flill - —— 


To the groves to the ftreams I'll repair 
To Handel's pleaſing notes as Celia ſung 
T he ftreamlet that flow'd round her cot 
Zo me a ſriling infant came — 
Ibe wand "ring ſailor ploughs the main 
T be village maid with ruddy charms 
The waves retreating from the ſhore 


Where Loweftoff waves its yellow corn 


When unrelentin fates ordain — 


— 
_— 
— 


To pleaſure ſwell the jovial cry — 
The dauntleſi ſailor leaves bis bomm — 
— 
Uncbeering was the fatal nern 
—_ * 


When Pl aobus begins to peep over the bills 
Whither, my leve, ab! æobither art theu gone 
I ben our enemies riſe and defiance proclaim 


Whyn fleep bas clos'd the trav'liers cyes 


'95 


When jcalous miſer” s Bren! in wealth _ 79 
We who band ring Arabs are — 80 
5 When with Wiſhes 1 ft and tender — 81 
ile zubiſtling winds art heard to blixv 85 


Will great lords and ladies 
Weuld yon know true enjoyment, come liſt to my lay 92 


YL: 


Young Sandy once a Toving came — 39 
Young Donald is the blitheſt ads — 41 
Young Will. of the green is the lad to my mind . 46 © 


Ye eas: cond e lads and ye "aſſes — 62 


* 


— — — 
— O 


Juſi Publiſhed, 


NEW. EDITIONS 


OF THE FOLLOWING ENTERTAINING 


THE 
ROUNDELA Y: 
OR THE | 
NEW SYREN, 


Price 28. ſewed. 


FESTIVAL OF MOMUS. 
COMIC SONGS. 


Price Two Shiliings 


SONG BOOKS. 


8 3 5 © FF - 1 
8 . 3 


OE Su 


1 
99 


e 


ant FE ‚ * A 


. 


n 


84 
5 


FX 


ESSENCE OF HARMONY AND HUMOUR. 


THE 


LYRIC MISCELLANY ; 


OR, THE 


Price One Shilling. 


MIRTH AND GLEE, 
- THE 
SONGSTER's FAVORITE. 


Price Six-Pence. 


PLEASING SONGS TER; 
o R, 
FESTIVE COMPANION. 


Price 6d. ſewed. 


L [TOWN AND COUNTRY SONGSTER. 


i | Price Six Pence. 


' LONDON SONGSTER, 


un 2 — 
0 I" ” 8 1 
> Me agree Re. * Wa 


0: 5 
MUSICAL BOUQUET. 


Price 18. ſewed. 


CHARMS OF CHEERFULNESS. | 


Price One Shilling, 


Nx — — * 
. 8 
2 * Jab >> 2 


 BUCK's DELIGHT. | 


Price Six-Pence. 


a” a 2 13 
_— © 9 
. 4 8 * ” 


es ep" N 7 


p m n * 
8 5 "IS 
— e N. : = ern, *. 
n - te Oni 
UW * 
7 


ROBIN HOOD's GARLAND; 


OR, THE 
SHERWOOD SONGSTER, 


Price 6d. ſewed. | 


WHIM OF THE DAY, 
OR, 


MUSICAL OLIO. 


Price Six-Pence. 


CHEERFUL SONGSTER. 


Price Six-Pence. 


MUSE IN GOOD HUMOUR; 
MOMUS's BANQUET, 


Price One Shilling. 


| 4 
? i 


POLITE SONGSTER, 


* 


O R 


VOCAL MELODY. 


Price One Shilling. 


FEAST OF COML'S. 
Frice Six-Pence. 
SMALL POCKET VOLUMES 
n= 
BRITISH SONGSTER, 
O R 
POCKET. COMPANION, 


Price One Shilling. 


CONVIVIAL COMPANION, 


Price Six Pence. 


5 
2 
* 
17 
1885 
. 
= 
. 
= 
Ka, 
1 
Go 
9 
« 
7 
Ds © 
. 
4a? 
6 
A 
ue 
* 
L 
> 
«30S 
21 


eee 


Ser me a * — K 2 * 
c e = 


2 — S 
WS 2 2 
: 3 


IN THE PRESS, 


THE 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER, 


OR 
I iRMONY AND INNOCENCE. 


Price Two Shilling. 


- 7 — 5.4 — —— den > hes * — r 1 
U — — 1 
r — - — rn 1 ww — 

22 K ——— IT gy —— — WEI K ͤ— — e - 


— — A- T2 


— — 


„ 
nnn . - 


—— 


———— 6 


THE MUSIC FOR THESE POPULAR 
F 
MAY BE HAD AT THE FOLLOWING 
MUSIC WAREHOUSES : 
* LoNGMAN AND BrRoDERIP'S, CurAPSIDE. 


T LinLEYy's, (LaTE BTrAN 's) HoL BORN. 


} PRESTON AND SON's, STRAND. 


$ CuLLiFoRD, RoLFE, & BarkRow, CHEAPSIDE. | 


J A. Bland S WELLERS, OXPORD-STREET. 


THE 


RR 
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L E E, 1 
GATRHER YOUR ROSE BUDS: 


ATHER your roſe-buds while you may, 
F Old time is ever flying, 

And that ſame flow'r which ſmiles to day, 
To- morrow will be dying. 


4 ; That age is beſt which is the firſt, 


While youth and bloo!are warmer, 
Expect not then the laſt the worſt, 
Time ſtill ſucceeds che former. 


Then be not coy, nor waſte your time, 
But while you're young go marry, 
For having once got paſt your prime, 
Lou may for ever tarry. 
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Sung by Mr. Denman. 


ROM North to South, from Eaſt to Weſt, 
| I've plough'd the ocean wide, 
With fearful danger oft oppreſt, 
By warring winds and tide; 
The billows roll'd, the ſhip was toſs'd, 
My heart was ſunk, my hopes were loft : : 
But now return'd, and free from harms, 
O let my harbour be your arms, 
My N Polly. 


When Aieing balls around me flew, 

. My heart would fink thro' fear; 

| But rqus'd by one bleſt thought of you, 
My life became more dear : 

Boldly I fought my country's foe, 
And laurels crown'd thy Harry's brow z 
I dar'd all dangers, ſcorn'd alarms, 

In hopes to barbour in your arms, 

My pretty Polly. 
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For you I toil'd, for you I fought, 
My thoughts were ftill on you; 
The life I ſav'd, the wealth I ſought, 

Had ſtill your bliſs in view: 
With ſtore of gold to make you gay, 
We'll anchor ſafe in wedlock's bay, 
Secure from ſtorms and rude alarms, 
O let my harbour be your arms, 

My pretty Polly. 
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LET MY HARBOUR BE YOUR ARMS. . 
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A I R, 
WHY 18 LOVE $0 PAST DEFINING, 
Sung at Vauxhall, 


THY is love ſo paſt defining, 
Tell me, reaſon ? Chloe cry'd; 
Cupid, on his bow reclining, 
Heard the nymph and thus reply'd ; 
4 Tis not reaſon can inform thee, 
Learn from me*—and ſhot adart; 
Does no ſecret paſſion warm thee ?” 
Ves, the cry'd, tis in my heart,” 
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G L. E E, 
WITH HORNS AND HOUNDSIN CHORUS, 


FIT horns and hounds in chorus, 
\ Let's uſher in the day, 
The ſport's exceeding glorious, 
Ariſe, make no delay: 
Now the ſtag is rous'd before us, 
Come, come, come, come, come away. 
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<STREW THE RUDE CROSSES OF LIFE o ER WIT 
5 FLOWERS. | 


Sung by Mr. Dignum. 
Ro life's rugged voyage each mortal muft 
| | ſail, - | 

Oft' to(s'd by the billows of fortune about 
This hour a calm and the next one a gale, 
Makes all of the harbour of happineis doubt: 
"Yet amidſt the hard troubles that mankind mult bear, 
The gods have ſent pleaſure to ſwedten our fours, 
For friendſhip. and love may defy ev'ry care, 
And ſtrew the rude croſſes of life o'er with flowers. 


Each man in his way muſt encounter rough ſeas, 
And buffet with perils and tempeſts of pain; 
And ſhould fortune fmile, ſo urcertain's the breeze, 
we That man muſt ſtill doubt if its meant to remains 
ba” Vet amiaſt, & Cs 


The phantom, ambition, oft' leads us aftray, | 
Then leaves us bewilder'd, quite loft in the dark, 

And often to folly would 1l-ave us a prey, 

Did realon not throw ;a a luminous ſpark 4 

Yet amidit, &c. 
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An! WELL-A-DAY, POOR ANNA, 


Sung by Maſter Welſh. * 


AIR Anna lov'd a ruſtic boy, 
F And William was the ſhepherd's name 
In him was center'd all her joy, . * 
For her he glow'd with equal flame; 
His cruel father knew he lov'd, 
And forc'd him o'er the ſeas away 
Alone and ſad poor Anna rov'd, 
And thus ſung out—ah! well-a-day ; 
Ah! well-a day, well-a-day, well- a-day, ah! well-a. 
day, 
Sigh, fond heart, ſigk fond heart, figh fond heart, bur 
do not break, | 
Deep in love, deep in love, dzep in love, but dare not 
ſpeaks | | 


A wealthy neighbour woo'd the maid, 
His gold the ſordid mother won, 

The gentle Anna thus betray'd, 
Was forc'd to church and was undone; 


S Returning back ſhe met her love, 


„Ah! William dear, ſhe fondly cry'd, 
May you a happier fortune prove" 

She preſs'd his hand, ſhe ſigh'd, and dy 'd. 
Ah! well-a-day, &c. 
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THE YOUNG IRISH CAPTAINs 
Sung by Mrs. Franklin. | 
HREE lovers I boaft that are handſome and 


ſmart, 


dub, 


% 


With his rub a dub, row 


And each in his turn has laid fiege to my heart, 
But when I give up to ſo bold a requeſt, 
It muſt be to him that my fancy likes beſt : 
Now one is a fop that dotes on himſelf, | 
And t' other, tho” pleafing, is fond of his pelf; 
But he that's moſt loving, courageous, and free, 
Is the young Iriſh Captain, the huſband for me. 


de dow, row de dow, rub a 


That the young Iriſh Captain's the hu 
With his rub a dub, &c. | 


My mother, now mind, intercedes for the fop, 

And my father for money at nothing will ſtop 
So one is for this and the other for that, 

But neither the ſoldier will dare to look at : 

And this is the reaſon, his fortune is ſmall, 

Or indeed, to ſpeak plainer, he has no 

But ſo ſweetly he pleads, and ſo loving 


Row de dow, row de dow, row de dow, rub a dub, 
Ro de dow, row de dow, O the dear creature, 


gatall; 
TTY 


nd for me, 


When he whiſper'd, dear Jad, t' other day in my ear, 
Let us haſte to the church and get married, my dear; 
Oh! he look'd in my face, and he fo preſs'd my hand, 


That I could not his tender entreaties withſtand, 
| For 


N 
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For 


For the bold ſon of Mars ſo well acted his part, 


Content within our hearts is found. 
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That he forc'd me, I own, to ſurrender my heart; 
So now where he marches I'm likely to be, 

For the young Iriſh Captain's the huſband for me, 
With his row de _—_ &c. 
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AH! SEEK TO KNOW. 
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H! ſeek to know what place detains, 

The object of my care; ö 

If yet his breaſt unchang'd remains Fi 
And I his object ſhare: | 4 
Tell me if e*cr he gently ſighs, | $ 
At mention of my name; # 
If e*er his tender paſſions riſe, 
His lips the truth proclaim. 


—— 
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A DANCE ROUND THE MATPOLE. 


Sung by Mrs. Mountain. 


| DANCE round the maypole my. boſom delights 
When the merry notes of the minſtrel call, F 


Wen the ſeaſon is gay, and the ev'ning invites, 1 


O the joys, the delights, my fond boſom enthrall : 
Then high- born maids look down with ſcorn, 
I envy not your giddy round, 
WI ile jewels bright your heads adorn, 


C2 | SONG. 


THE FAIR or BRITAIN'S ISLE, 


Sung by Mr. 7 aylor. 


LI, fill the glaſs, to beauty charge, | 
And banith care from ev'ry breaſt 3 | 

In briſk Champaigne we'll quick diſcharge=—= | 
A toaſt ſhall give the wine a zeſt; 

With rapturous love the ſoul delight, 
And make e'en miſery {mile— 

The nation's ornament molt bright, 
The Fair of Britain s Ile. 


The boaſted beauties they ſurpaſs 
Of France, of Italy, and Spain; 
Mcre nobly rank'd in virtue's claſs, 
The world's applauſe they juſtly gain: 
Circaſſia's dames no more ſhall boaſt | 
Their once all conquring ſmile 
Thro? kingdoms this the future toaſt 
The Fair of Britain's Iſle, 


| 
| 


' SONG, 


Then join with me, ye gen'rous youth, 
Whoſe breaſts with noble paſſion burn, 
Plead with ſincerity and truth, 
Nor doubt you'll meet a juſt return: 
Do you deſerve, and they'll reward 
With faſcinating ſmile ; 
Then love and honor ever guard 


The Fair of Britain's Ile, 
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KATE or DOVERs 


Sung by Mr. Dignum, 


\ TED FLINT was lov'd by all the ſhip, 
Was tender hearted, bold and true 
He'd work his way, or drink his flip, 


With e'er a ſeaman in the crew; 
Tho” Ned had fac'd his country's foe, 
And twice bad ſail'd the world all over, 
Had ſeen his meſſmates oft” laid low, 
Yet would he ſigh for Kate of Dover. 


Fair was the morn, when on the ſhore, 
Ned flew to take of Kate his leave 


Says he, my love, your grief give o'er, 


For Ned can ne'er his Kate deceive z 
Let fortune ſmile, or let her frown, 
To you I ne'er will prove a rover 


All cares in gen'rous flip I'll drown,. 


And ſtill be true to Kate of Dover. 


The tow'ring cliffs they bade adieu, 
To brave all dangers on the main,. 


When, lo! a fail appear'd in view, 


And Ned, with many a tar, was ſlain: 
Thus death, who lays each hero low, 
R bb'd Kitty of her faithful lover: 
The Tars oft' tell the tale of woe, 

And heave a ſigh for Kate of Dover. 


3 
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BY N 8. 
THE WANDERING LAMPE; 
Sung by Mr. Tncledon. 


N anxious mother ſearch'd in vain, 
To find her infant darling lamb, 
Which playful ſtray'd from off the plain; 
So loſt its way, ſo loft its dam: 

The bleating mother's rending cries 
Soon reach'd the paſſing trav'ler's ear, 
Each bleating ſound was fill'd with fighs, 

Affection dropt ſweet nature's tear. 


Hard cruel fate! moſt ſad to tell, 
The ſnow fell faſt, the cold ſevere, 
When, near a Jifraal dreary dell, 
This little wand'rer periſh'd there 
There, on a bank of feather'd ſnow, 
; The hapleſs victim ſunk to reſt; 
Death kindly gave a gentle blow, | 
And filFd with care the mother's breaft, 


$0 M 8. 
FOR WE SHALL BOTH GROW OLDER, 
Sung by Maſter Welſh. 


HEY tell me I'm too young to wed, 
But ſure tis all a fancy, 

A imiling girl runs in my head, 

"Tis pretty little Nancy 


1 


| My mother ſays it muſt not be, 


Tho' this I've often told her 
That Nancy is as young as me, 
And we ſhall both grow older. 


Her eyes are blu?, with flaxen hair, 
Her ſmiles juſt hit my fancy; 
No girl ſo mild, ſo ſoft, ſo fair, 
As pretty little Nancy: 
Then why not wed as well as love? 
And fo I've often told her; 


If too young now, we ſhall improve, 


For we ſhall both grow older. 


When year on year rolls o'er her head, 
She ſtill will pleaſe my fancy, 
As when to church I fondly led 
My pretty little Nancy: 
'Then let us wed, as love invites, 
For this I've often told her 
*Tis love alone can give delight 
When we are both grown older. 


8 N. 
HOW GAILY ROLL'D THE MOMENTS oN. 


Sung by Mrs. Franklin. 


OW gaily roll d the moments on, 
When Sandy woo'd me ilka day, 
But a' that fleeting joy is gone, 
Since war hath preſs'd him far away: 


| In vain the ſhepherds pipe and ſing, 


The blooming maidens dance in vain, 
Till peaceful time ſhall Sandy bring, 
To mingle in the happy train: 


Tho? 
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Tho? blithſome are the rural ſwains, 

| Who grace the flowery banks of Tay, 
Yet none of them, with a' their pains, 
Seem half ſo bonny, blithe, and gay. 


When dreſs'd in plaid of Tartan bra” 
With garter deck'd beneath his knee, 
So ſmart a lad you never ſaw, 

And O how neat he look'd to me ! 
Whene'er he drove his ſheep and kye, 
To ſell them at the tryſte or fair, 
Kind Sandy never fail'd to buy. 

A roll of ribbons for my hair: 

But now his flocks of late ſo glad, 

His lambs that wont to ſkip and play, 
Methinks are unco' dull and ſad, 

Since war hach forc'd him far away. 


Ye fair, decreed in ſtate to ſhine, 

Your wealth and pomp I value not, 

Be lairqs your choice, young Sandy's mine, 

With him to ſhare a lowly cot; 
My boſom no ambition knows, 

That veſtal maids may not impart, 

It from as pure a paſſion flows, 

As ever warm'd a lover's heart: 

Ott* muſing near yon verdant birk, 

I long to ſee the happy day, 

When he ſhall lead me to the kirk, 
And ne'er again gang far away. 
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S8 O N 6. 
THE PRESS- GANG. 
Sung by Mrs. Mountain. 


N Tay's ſweet banks the lint white ſings fo 


cherily, 
Sweetly blooms the violet and the gowan in the 
groves, 
The lambs on the meads they ſport and play ſo mer- 
rily, 
And each ſhepherd here at e- en is fain to meet his 
love : 


*Twas here young Sandy firſt I knew, 
*T was here into his arms I flew; 
'The youth was comely kind and true, 
| Nh me, one luckleſs day: 
A preſs-gang forc'd my love to go, 
'To fight againſt his country's foe, 
And left me here quite ſunk in woe, 
For Sandy far away. 


On Tay's ſweet bank they tore my laddie from me, 
O ſair did I weep when Sandy cry'd adieu; 
In vain the ſhepherds try to heap their favors on me, 
In vain the laſſes ſeek ſweet flow' rs to buſk my 
bonny brow: 


C 5 - Wo 


— 


e 


87 — cas *Þ4 
- 4 1 * 
1 


1 

! 
> | 
* 
1 
1 

5 
Oy 


1 


But ſhould the youth return again, 
*Twould eaſe my aching heart frae pain, 
Then pleas'd I'd liſten to his ſtrain, 
| A' the live lang day: 
My bleſſings aye attend my love, 
Make him your care ye pow'rs above, 
For weel I ken he'll conſtant prove, 
My Sandy far awa'. 


©-LISTEN TO THE VOICE OF LOVE. 


Sung by Maſter Welſh. 


LISTEN, liſten, to the voice of love, 
He calls my Daphne to the grove, 
The primroſe ſweet bedecks the field, 

The tuneful birds invite to rove: 
To ſofter joys let ſplendor yield, 
O liſten, liſten, to the voice of love. 


Where flow'rs their blooming ſweets exhale,. 
My Daphne fondly let us ſtray, 

Where whis*pring love breaths forth his tale, 
And ſhepherds fing their artleſs lay ; 

O liſten, liſten, to the voice of iove, 

He calls my Daphne to the grove. 


Come, ſhare with me the ſweets of ſpring, 
And leave the town's tumultuous norſe ; 
The happy ſwains all cheerful ſing, 
And echo {till repeats their joys : 
Then liſten, liſten, to the voice of love, 
He calls my Daphne to the grove. 
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THE THRIF TY WIFE, 


Sung by Mr. Dignum. 


? I AM a cheerful fellow, altho' a married man, 


And in this age of folly, purſue a ſaving plan 3 
Tho? wives are thought expenſive, yet, whe can live 
alone? 


Then ſince they are dear creatures, tis beſt to have 


but one: 
My choice diſcovers clearly my prudence and my taſte, 


I've a very little wife with a very little waſte. 


Marriage is a draught we take for better or for worſe, 

And wiſe is he who can prevent the drafts upon his 
purſe; | 

But evils are much leſſen d, when wives are well in- 
clin'd, 

For though they come acroſs us, they ſhape them to 
our mind: 

If matters are well manag'd no need to be trait lac'd, 


| You may with little danger increaſe the little waſte 


Tho? ſpouſy's ſo diſcreet till each paſſion ſhe'll dit= 
plays 

Her boſom, "beaven bleſs her, is as open as the day! 

Her garment (may I venture a new fimilie to beg) 

Hangs looſely from her ſhoulder, like a gown upon a 


Pegs 
Yet, fearful of expences, ſhe ſhortens it tho? ſmall, 


And if the goes on ſhort' ning there'll be no waſte at 


all, 
C6 : SONG- 
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IN DEFENCE OF HER SEX. 


Sung by. Mrs. Leawer. 


N defence of her ſex ſure a woman may ſpeale, 

Pray what is it now that you men would be at ? 

Do you think that we mind each occaſion you ſeek 
To laugh at our dreſs, little Waits; and all that: 

Do you think, &c. 

No, don't, Ne believe it, ſuch nonſenſe muſt fall, 
Convinc'd, when we look but one moment about 

us, 
That whether we're waiſt, or no waiſt at all, 
You can't for the life of you men do without us. 


That whether, &c. 


*Tis filly to ſport with our fancies and dreſs, 
As we can iubdue whenever we pleaſe ; 

For, fince we've the power, you all muſt confeſs, 
To make you aſk pardon for that on your knees: 
Then, prithee, dear Sirs, leave our ſhort waiſts alone, 
Tis the whim of the day, and we'll have it, don't 

doubt us; 
So give o' er your jeſting, and candidly own, | 
You can't for the life of you men do without us, 
And WG & c. ; 
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That women have tongues I believe you well know, 
But pray do not force us to put them in uſe 

For ſure if you give them but freedom to go, 
You'l] find it a hard thing to ſtop their abuſe : 

Beſides, look at home, on the dreſs of yourſelves, 
With your Spencers and Pantaloons flocking about 

us: 

But I tell you again, O ye confldent elves, 
You can't for the life of you men do without us. 

And whether, &c. 
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THE BLIND SAILOR» 


OME, never ſeem to mind it, 
Nor count your fate a curſe, 
However hard you find it, 
Yet ſomebody is worſe : | 
In danger ſome muſt come off ſhort, 
Yet why ſhould we deſpair, 
For if bold tars are fortune's ſport, 
Still are they fortune's care. 


Why, when our veſſel blew up, 
A fighting that there Don, 

Like ſquibs and crackers blew up 

Ihe crew, each mother's ſon 

They ſunk—ſome rigging ſtopt me mort, | 
While twirling in the air: 

And thus if tars are fortune's ſport, 

Still they are fortune's care, 


(3 


Young Peg, of Portſmouth m——_— 

Had like to have been my wife; 

Long-ſide of ſuch a woman, 

I'd led a pretty life : 

A landſman, one Jem Davenport, 

She convoy'd to Horn-Fair : 

And thus, tho? tars are fortune's ſport, 
They {ill are fortune's care. | 


A ſplinter knock'd my noſe off, 

© My howſprit's gone!“ I cries; 
Yet well it kept their blows off, 
Thank God *twas not my eyes: 
Chance if again their fan's that ſort, 
Let's hope I've had my ſhare : 
Thus, if bold tars are fortune's ſport, 
They ſtill are fortune's care. 


Scarce with theſe words I'd outed, 
Glad for my eyes and limbs, | 
When a cartridge burſt and doubted] 

Both my poor precious glims : : 
«© Well then thay're gone, cry'd I, in os 
; Vet fate my life did ſpare: 

And thus tho? tars are fortune's ſport, 
They {till are fortune's care. | 


I'm blind and I'm a cripple, 

Yet chearful I would fing, 

Were my diſaſters tripple, 

"Cauſe why ?—"twas for my King: 
Befides, each chriſtian I exhort, 
Fleas'd will ſome pittance ſpare ; 
And thus, tho' tars are fortune's ſport, 
They kill: are fortune's care. 


3 


SONG. 
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50 DEARLY I LOVE JOHNNY o. 


. Sung by Mrs. Franklin. 


OUNG Sandy once a woding came, 
| And fondly try'd to gain my heart, 
He ſigh'd whene'er he own'd his flame, 

But ſoon I gueſs'd his wily art: 
Tho' ilka lad, in tartan plaid, 

Should ca' me blithe and bonny O, 
O they try in vain, my heart to gain, 

So dearly I love Johnny O. 


Tho' Johnny canna' boaſt of wealth, 
Contentment crowns his lowly ſtate, 
His roſy cheeks denote ſweet health, 
And gcodneſs makes the laddie great: 
In Aberdeen there ne'er was ſeen, 
A youth lo blith and bonny O, 
His flatt'ring tale can a' prevail, 
So dearly I love Johnny O. 
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The other morn upon the bent, 
I met my lad fo briſk and gay, 
? He vow'd unlets I'd give conſent, 
| He'd o'er the hills and far awa' : 
As home we ftray'd, his pipes he play' d, 
And ſung fo ſweet and bonny O, 
I made a vow to buckle too, 
1 So dearly I love Johnny O. 
| | | SONG 
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. 
LOVE, THOU STRANGE CAPRICIOUS BOY 4 


Sung by My. Dignum. 


OVE, thou ſtrange capricious boy, 
Source of forrow ſource of joy, 

Tell me why delight is flown, 
From a boſom all your own : 
From this heart which owns thy ſway, 
Bid keen ſorrow far away; | 
Hope again and joy replace, 
Love to fill thy dwelling place. 


Grief o'erwhelms my conſtant breaſt, 
Sorrow fiils the ſeat oi love; 
Cupid give this boſom reſt, 

Killing doubts and fears remove; 
Frum this heart, &c. | 


If my fair one, by a ſmile, 
Sorrow of its ſting beguile; 
Why then love ſo froward be, 
Since a frown is death to me: 
From this heart, &c. 


SONG, 
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| Whene'er he's by my heart is glad, 


| It cheers my foul at eve to meet, 


And bade me name the bridal day, 


T ken the youth will aye prove kind, 


(a4) 
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S ON s. 
DONALD OF DUNDEE, 
Sung by Miſs Milne. | 


OUNG Donald is the blitheſt lad, 


That e'er made love to me, 


He ſeems ſo gay and free; | 
Then on his pipe he plays ſo ſweet, 
And in his plaid he looks fo neat, 


Young Donald of Dundee. 


Whene'er I gang to yonder grove, 
Young Sandy follows me, 

And fain he wants to be my love, 
But, ah! it canna be: 

Tho? mother frets both ſoon and late, 

For me to wed this youth I hate, 

There's none need hope to gain young Kate, 
But Donald of Dundee. 


When laſt we rang'd the banks of Tarn 
The ring he ſhew'd to me, 


Then happy would it be: 


Na moir my mother will I mind, 
Meſs John to me ſhall quickly bind, 
Young Donald of Dundee, 
SONG. 
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S 0 N S. 
JACK AT THE WINDLASS. 


NOME all hands a-hoy to the anchor, 
From friends and relations to go ; 

Poll blubbers and cries—devil thank _ 
She'll ſoon take another in tow : 

This breeze like the old one may kick us, 
About on the boiſterous main; 

And one day, if death does not trick us, 

Perhaps we may come back again: 


CHORUS. 


With a will- ho, then pull away, jolly boys, 
At the mercy of fortune we go, 
Were in for it, then what folly boys, 
For to be down-hearted yo-ho. 


Our boatſwain takes care of this; rigging, 
More eſpecially when he gets drunk, 

The bobſtays ſupplies him with ſwigging, 
He the cable cuts up for old junk: 

The ſtudding- ſail ſerves for his hammoc, 
With the clue- lines he bought him his call, 


While enfigns and jacks in a mammoc, 


He ſold to buy trinkets for Poll. 
n a will- ho, &c. 


Co 
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Of the purſer this here is the maxim, 
Slops, grog, and proviſions he ſacks, 
How he*d look, if you was but to aſk him, | 

With the Captain's clerk who 'tis goes ſnacks : 
O he'd find it another gueſs ſtory, 

That would bring his bare back to the eat, 
If his Majeſty's honor and glory, 

Was only juſt told about that. 
With a will, &c. | 


The chaplain's both holy and godly, 
And ſets up for heaven a-gog, _ 
Yet to my mind he looks rather odly, 
When he's ſwearing and drinking of grog : 
When he took on his knee Betſey Bowler, 
And talk'd of her beauty and charms, 
'Cry'd, © which is the way to heaven now, Sir?“ 
Why you dog,” cry'd the EY © her arms! 
With a will-ho, &c. 


The gunner's the devil of a lubber, 
The carfindo can't fiſh a maſt ; 
The ſurgeon's a lazy land-lubber, 
The maſter can't ſteer if he's aft; 
The lieutznants conceit ail are wrapt in, 
The mates hardly merit their flip, 
Nor is there a ſwab, but the captain, 
Knows the ſtem from the ſtern of the WP. 
With a wil ho, &c. | 


Now *fore and aft having abus'd them, 
Jjuſt but for my fancy and gig, 
Could I find any one that ill us'd them, 
Dm me but I'd tickle his wig: 


( 44 ) 
Jack never was known for a railer, 
"Twas fun ev'ry word that I ſpoke, 
And the ſign of a true- hearted ſailor, 


Is to give and to take a gcod joke. 
With a will- Hos &c. 


— — 
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LV BIN OF THE HILL. 
Sung by Miſs Milne, 


HERE Loweſtoff waves its, yellow , 
Young Lubin does reſide, 

Of lowly ſtate and humble born, 

De void of fame or pride: 
The ſhepherds boſom free from guile, 

Knows nought of art or ill, 
Yet who can love and ſweetly ſmile, 

Like Lubin of the Hill. 


Tho' riches ſcorn to deck his cot, 
Content around him dwells ; 

And tho' but few the ſheep he's got, 
His fleece all flocks excells: 

Rear' d by his care, they friſk and play, 
And rove about at will, 

Like when I gave my heart away 
To Lubin of the Hill. | 


But Hymen ſoon ſhall join our hands 
Young Lubin has confeſs'd, 

And ſure when love cements the — 
We muſt be truly bleſt: 
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My hand and heart has long been thine, 
And ſhall, my ſhepherd, till, x 
For who that's marry'd can repine, 
With Lubin of the Hill. | 


=o 


THE TRUE HONEST HEART. 7a | 
j 


Sung by Mr. Tayler. 


N this chaos of new-fangled modes that we livey 
1 My ſentiments boldly and bravely I'll give, 
1'11 do unto mortals of ev'ry degree, 
As I with unto others their conduct ſhould be: 
The beſt of all maxims I think, for my part, 
Is my grandmother's mode—a true honeſt heart, 


My neighbour 1 love as myſelf, I. proteſt, 

If the ſame ſort of friendſhip I find in my breaſt z 

I rev'rence the laws, and our ſov'reign reſpec, 

He ne'er aims to ſubvert what he's bound to protect: 

May heaven protect him, and fight on his part, 
For I firmly believe he's a true honeſt heart. 


Now fill up your glaſſes, let each quit his ſeat, 44 
Let your brows be uncover'd, ſtand firm on your feet, Wd 
Take your glaſſes i in hand, place them right to your 
lip, | 

On pain or a bumper, let none dare to ip, 
My ſentiments known then, you all may depart, 
May diſtreſs never find out the true honeſt heart. 
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Jack never was known for a railer, 
"Twas fun ev'ry word that 1 ſpoke, 'Y pF 

And the ſign of a true- hearted ſailor, | " 
Is to give and to take a gcod Joke. 

With a will-ho, &c, | 
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LUBIN OF THE HILL. 


Sung by Miſs Milne, 


THERE Loweſtoff waves its yellow corn; 
Young Lubin does reſide, 
Of lowly ſtate and humble born, 
Devoid of fame or pride : | 
The ſhepherds boſom free from guile, 
Knows nought of art or ill, 
Yet who can love and ſweetly ſmile, 


Like Lubin of the Hill. a = 
Tho' riches ſcorn to deck his cot, T 
Content around him dwells ; H. 
And tho' but few the ſheep he's got, M 
His fleece all flocks excells : Fc 
Rear'd by his care, they friſk and play, N 
And rove about at will, N. 
Like when I gave my heart away Le 
| To Lubin of the Hill. 9 
But Hymen ſoon ſhall join our hands - O1 
| Young Lubin has confeſs'd, M 
And ſure when love cements the bands, M 
| We muſt be truly ble; | | 
. My 
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My hand and heart has long been thine, 
And ſhall, my ſhepherd, Mill, in 

For who that's marry'd can repine, | 

With Lubin of the Hill. | 


s O N G. 
THE TRUE HONEST HEART. 4 
Sung by Mr. Tayler. 


N this chaos of new-fangled modes that we live, 
My ſentiments boldly and bravely I'll give, 
1˙¹¹ do unto mortals of ev'ry degree, 
As I wiſh unto others their conduct ſhould be: : 
The beſt of all maxims I think, for my part, 
Is my grandmother's mode—a true honeſt heart, 


My neighbour I love as myſelf, I. proteſt, 

If the ſame ſort of friendſhip I find in my breaſt ; 

I rev'rence the laws, and our ſov'reign reſpect, 

He ne'*er aims to ſubvert what he's bound to protect: 
May heaven protect him, and fight on his part, 

For I firmly believe he's a true honeft heart. 


Now fill up your glaſſes, let each quit his ſeat, 

Let your brows be uncover'd, ſtand firm on your feet, Wd 

Take your glaſſes in hand, place them right to your 
lip, | 

On pain of a bumper, let none dare to Gigi 

My ſentiments known then, you all may depart, 

my diftreſs never find out the true honeſt heart. 


SONG. | 
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In the morning the bells will merril 
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WE SHALL BE MARRIED TO-MORROW. 


Sung by Mrs. Mountain. 


1 | - 
OUNG Will.of the green is the lad to my mind, 
For tho? he 1s apt to be teazing, 
Not a ſwain in the village, tho' gentle and kind, 
Talks of love in a manner ſo pleaſing : 
Laf night as I rov'd on the banks of the Dee, 
To be ſure my fond lover muſt follow= _ 
He forc'd a fond kiſs, and a promiſe from me, 
That we ſhould be married to- morrow. 


I fain would have answer d, indeed its too boden 


But the lad was ſo fond and endearing, 


I could not refuſe him ſo ſimple a boon, 


When all that he crav'd was a hearing: 

My hand he to preſs'd, that I could not ſay no, 
Or give the fond youth any forrow, 

I heard him with patience determine it ſo, 
And we ſhall be married to-morrow. 


y ring, 
My heart with the thought is delighted; 


Nor e'er will I envy a queen or a king, 


When 1 and my love are united: 
Our lives ſhall be ſpent without n.urmur or ill, 
Nor e'er know of trouble or forrow, - 
And then he ſhall kiſs me as oft' as he will, 
For-we ſhall be married to-morrow. 


SONG: 
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THE SEA-WORN TARs 
Sung by Mr. Darley. 


HE ſea-worn tar, who, in the war, 
„ No danger e'er could move, 
True to his gun, all hazards run, 
Vet thought upon his love: 
But, home again, forgets his pain, 
And ſeeks his faithful laſs; 
Lock'd in her arms enjoys her charms, 
And fills the ſparkling gals, 


The ſhip ſafe moor'd, with gold well tor 2 

All dangers now are o'er z 

His timbers tight, his rigging light, 
He ſcuds along the ſhore, | 

To ſeek the place where ev'ry grace 
Adorns his charming laſs; 

Then in her arms enjoys her charms, 
And fills the ſparkling glaſs, 


In war renown'd, with honor crown'd, 
He laughs and ſings away: 

Oft' fore and aft, above, abaft, 
He talks from»night to day: 

Ofred-hot balls and batter*d walls, | 
To entertain his laſs, 

Lock'd in her arms, enjoys her charms, 
And fills the ſparkling glais. 


3 | 


I've ſav'd from my toils many hundreds in gold, 
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S O N G. 
THEN SAY, MY SWEET GIRL, CAN YOU LOVE Mr. 


Sung by Mr. Darley: 


EAR Nancy I've ſail'd the world all around, 

And ſeven Jong years been a rover, | 
To make for my charmer each ſhilling a pound, 
But now my hard perils are over : 


The comforts of life to beget, 

Have borne in each clime the heat and the cold, 
And all for my pretty Brunette: 

Then ſay, my ſweet girl, can you love me. 


Tho? others may boaſt of more r:ches than mine, The 
And rate my attractions e'en fewer, The 

At their jeers and ill- nature I'll ſcorn to repine, The 
Can they boaſt of a heart that is truer? The 

Or will they for thee plough the hazardous main, O let 

Brave the ſeaſons both ſtormy and wet? The) 
If not, why I'll do it again and agair, 

And all for nry pretty Brunette: 
Then ſay, my ſweet girl, can you love me ? gs 
When order'd afar in purſuit of the fue, | gg 

I ſigh'd at the bodings of fancy, | As 1 


Which fain would perſuade me I might be laid lows || You 


And, ah! never more ſee my Nancy : Non 


But hope, like an angel, ſoon baniſh'd the thought, 


And bade me ſuch nonſenfe forget: 
I took the advice and undauntedly fought, 

And all for my pretty Brunette : | 6 
Then ſay, my ſweet girl, can you love me. | = 
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THE IRISHMAN. 


Sung by Mr, Fobnſtone. 


HE turban'd turk, who ſcorns the world, 
May ſtrut about with his whiſkers curi'd, 
Keep a hundred wives under lock and key, 
For nobody but himſelf to ſee, 
Long may he pray, with his Alcoran, 
Before he can love like an Iriſhman. 
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The Frenchman gay, a ſlave no more, 
The haughty Don, the ſoft Signor; 
The Dutch Mynheer ſo full ot pride, 
The Ruſſian, Pruſſian, Swede beſi de; 
O let them do whate'er they can, 
They ne'er can love like an Iriſhman, 


The Paris foll:s themſelves beguile, 

And think they pleaſe in a capital {tyle 

But if a young damſel you chance to me2t, 
As ſhe briſkly paſles thro” the ſtreet, 

You may hear her ſay, from behind her fan, 
None can love like an Iriſhman. 
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Swe 
, We 
Sung by Mr. Ain, 
WHAT country for ne to marry in, 

Love and its comforts they never miſcarry in! 
Mis wants a huſband, and Maſter a wife, Bo 
Parents conſent and they're happy for life: 8 Ar 
If one bed won't do, e I 


They put up with two; 
The good wife loves to roam, 
The good man ſtays at home; 
At night they retire from their merry go rounds, 
He's got a few bottles, ſhe's Joſt a few pounds: 
E ſuch the delights ſuch fond unions beſpeak, 
Say, who would live fingle a week ? 
| Happy pair, 
Say, who would live fingle a week ? 


| Fortune perhaps the dear couple may ſmile upon, 


Field for the fair to ſhew off her grand ſtyle upon 
A coach and fix horſes, a ſervice of plate, 
A beau for ſoft ſervice, a dozen for ſtate 3 
Should pocket be low 
To traffic they go, 
A great route is declar'd, 
A rich faro prepar'd, 
The gueſts return lighter derbe than they went, 
The ſupper diſcharg'd, and the hoſts are content: 
If wedlock ſuch permanent joys can diſplay 
Pray. who would live ſingle a day? _ 
Charming ſcene ! 
Pray who would live ſingle a day? 


Lucky 
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Lucky in theſe, they have other reſources too, 
Sweet ſeparation, and tender reſources too; 
If our wife in a friend too much confidence puts, 
We thruſt a ſtiletto ſtrait into his guts: 
They only look big 
By a counſellor's wig ; 
And the weapon they draw 
1 > Is a limb of the law : * 
Both parties for damage good-naruredly ſue, 15 
And their wrongs are let right by a Nabob or Jew: 4 
If huſbands ſuch recompence have in their power, 
Then who would live fingle an hour? 
Pleaſant rogues ! 
Then who would live ſingle an hour ? 


8 
o WHEN THE FAVOR'B YOUTH, 
Sung by Sig. Storace. 


H when the favor'd youth you love, 
In whiſpers tells his am'rous tale, 
And, when his tender paſſion to reprove, 
Alas! you ftrive to frown in vain : 
Then think my heart, ſo like your own, 
Cannot from Cupid's wiles keep free, 
For there the tyrant has his throne, 
And, as you ſigb, Oh! pity me. 
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Some ſhepherd pining in the ſhade, 

I prefer Cupid as a beau, 

Wich jantes air and ſmart cockade : 
Oh! when the favor'd youth you love, 

In whiſpers tells his am'rous pain, 
And, when his tender paſſion to reprove, 
Alas! you ftrive to frown in vain : 
Tho? you affect a rural ſwain, 

Vet London love's the ſelf fame pain. 


Ohl when the favor'd youth you love, 

| In whiſpers tells his am'rous pain, 
And when his tender palſion to reproy2, 
Alas! you ſtrive to frown in vain; 
Then think my heart, ſo like your own, 

| Cannot from Cupid's wiles keep free,; 
For there the tyrant has his throne, 
And, as you ſigh, O pity me. 


8 O N G. 
Sung by Mrs. Bland. 


Ohl happier far the peaſant; 
No treaſon lurks about the mill, 

No terror breaks his flumber preſent ; 
Yet one muſt fill the regal ſeat, 

With care inceſſant prefling, 

Een to preſerve his cottage ſweet, _ 
His lowly happy cottage bleſſings 


Your ſwain muſt be, dear aunt, I know, 


Then 
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His anguiſh in oblivion ſteep, 


As he deſerves, whoſe watchful night 


| Y'Vhoſc heart beats high, rous'd by the god of war; 
A worthy cock, a well known jolly dog, 


0.99) 


Then fly not now, O gentle ſleep, 
Fly not our humble dwelling z 


The image of the paſt repelling : 
And ſuch ſoft viſions of delight, 


From airy fancy borrow, 


From us poor peaſants drives forth forrowz 
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BER MIZENPEAK AND sUE. 


n 


RECITATIVEs 


BEN MIZENPEAK, an honeſt fearleſs tar, 


Could reef er ſteer, with ſkin brim full of grog; 
Brail up the mizen, when the wind's abaft, 

And the clue garnets haul up fore and aft': 

Bear up the helm a-weather, let the main-theet fly; 
The forelail brace, and a ſtrange fail delcry : 
Meſſmates avaſt, the proſpect we'll renew, 

On Portimouth point he met his lovely Sue, 

A little frigate, tight from ſtem to ſtern, 

Top- gallants flying quite a tar's concern: 
Ben ply'd to windward, tack'd, and tack'd again, 
Hitched up his trowſers and then ſung this ſtrain, 
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| AIR. 
Tune—Srveet lilies of the valley. 
Let Bob, our boatſwain, vainly boaſt, 
The girl he loves ſo dearly, 
While 1, with canns of flip can toaſt 
My charming Sue, ſincerely | 


Her roſy cheeks, her leering eye, 
Her ruby lips delighting, 


To failor lads inviting. 


RECITATIVE, 


Sue ſtood entranc'd, and quite in ecſtacy, 
— like a Venus riſing from tne ſea, 

er boſom fill'd with true Promethean fire, 
Fann'd up a flame of love and fond deſire; 
Thus from the fair the tender paſſions flow, 
Such tranſient bliſs true lovers only know: 
But muſic's charms inſpir'd dear Suſan's breaſt, 
For thus ſhe ſung—let fancy gueſs the reſt, 


AIR. 
Tune Te Greenwich Penſianer. 


When ſailing on the raging main, 
. To meet the daring foe, 
Undaunted heroes ne'er complain 
Tho' winds tempeſtuous blow: 
While I in ſecret pining, 

Bemoan the loſs of Ben, 
The willow branch entwiningy 
»Till he retutns again. 


F 


When mann'd, and looſe her pennants fly, 
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8S 0 N 0, 
THE TEMPLE OF THE MUSES» 


Sung at Sadler's Wells. 
FB cobler's hulk to ſplendid ſhop, 


Behold me now tranſlated ; 
Lapſtone and hammcr henceforth ſtop, 
For better things I'm fated : 

Tho' late I work d in lowly ſtall, 

L never ſhall deny it, 

I've gain'd my ends, I've loſt my awl, 
And made a fortune by it: 

Then quick the ready rhino bring, 
For who the caſh refuſes? 

We'll take it here you need not fear, 
The temple of the muſes. 


I've work'd, and pray'd, and work'd again, 
And faith upon the whole, Sir, 

My cares were ſeldom cares in vain, 
For I've ſav'd many a ſole, Sir: 

From heeltap tho* my heart was mov'd, 
The headpiece I'm befriending, 

And all muſt own Pm much improv'd, 

Altho' I've left off mending. | 

Then quick, &c. 


| 
| 
I 


T hen ladies, gentles, hither come, 
We've got a pretty Olio, 
From little Dick, or Tommy Thumb, 
To learned works in folio; 
D 4 
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We've books to make you cry or laugh, 
Odd tricks and wond'rous feats, Sir, 

Ot heroes bound in ſheep or calf, 
Or heroines fair in ſheets, Sir. 

Then quick, &c. SS 


Then now or never buy away, 
Our terms are very fair, Sir, 
No fear of meeting here foul play, 
Where all is on the ſquare, Sir: 
We gladly wait your kind command, 
The cath if you lay down, Sir, | L- 65 
T'H put my life into your hand, — 6 
For only half a crown, Sir. 
Then quick, &c. 
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THE DUSTMAN. N 1 

| | | A 
RECITATIVE, 


His raw-rump'd team, of all mankind the ſporty 
th blind and lame, a type of Pharaoh's breed, 

Such rips e'en Smirhfield never can exceed: 
High on a throne of elevated duſt, | 
Nell ſat ſo ftately gnawing of a cruſt : | | 
A curious ſpecimen of birth and blood, 

Ere& with all the majeſty of mud: 

The darling pride of all the blackguard boys, 
| Her peerleſs charms tho* none but Dick enjoys: 

No nightingale could ever chant like Nell, 

Her tunefal notes my muſe can only tell. TY | 


\ S Dick, the duſtman, drove thro? Saliſh*ry-court 
JI 


1 
AFR. 
Tune] made love to Kats. 


Give me my own true love, 
II envy not the great, 
Let thoſe inconſtant prove, 
Who ride about in ſtate ; 
Behold the titled knave 
. His country's cauſe betray, 
To tordid gold a ſlave, 
While Nell more blith and gay, 
Contentedly can fit, while Dick ſings out gee-hey 
And merrily can laugh at little folks below. 


RECITATIVE, 


Dick, happy Dick, the Duſtman of his time, 
Heard the fair nymph pour forth her e ſtrains ſublime 
The wheel affail'd, and his dear creature buſs'd, 
While the loud bell proclaim'd, bring out your duft } 
The pond'rous baſket on his ſhoulder ſlung, 
And thus in raptures to his bunter ſung : 


41 Ke 
Tune Mater parted frim the ſea, 


Lovely charmer of my heart, 

( Reigning queen of future bliſs, 

| | Eaſe, O eaſe a lover's ſmart, 
Deign to grant another kiſs: 

On thy boſom when reclin'd, 
Can its rapiures be expreſs'd? 

Deareit Nelly prove but kind, 
Dick will be for ever bleſt, 
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3 0 #8; 
i TAKE ME IF YOU DAR E. 
Sung by Sig. Storace. . 


VERY new caprice purſuing 
Say, muſt LI (till perplex your life? 

W 1 you perſiſt in your undoing, 

And will you madly venture on a wife ? 
Two tedious years my hand deſiring, 

Ot all my foibles tho* aware; 
Not all my whims your patience tiring, 

Boldly take me if you dare. 


When'in the chace of faſhion, 
All your counſel fcorning, 
I court dear diſſipation, 
Remember then this warning 
Every new Caprice, &c. 


— —-Ṽ J 
S. O N 8. 
THE NOSEGAY, 


| Sung by Mr. Banniſkere 


. 


O the groves, to the ſtreams I'll repair, 


To the winds I will utter my pain; 
All the day will I wander in air, 
Except when it happens to rain; 
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In idleneſs lovers aelight, 
Without work ſhall time thus wear away; 
Ii think of my nymph all the night, 
And F ll pipe and make noſegays in day. 


Theſe noſegays i form for my dear, 
O'er the daiſies and buttercups weep; 
And her name, when my fleeces I ſhear, 
In red letters I'll paint on each ſheep ; 
My flock then ye ſheep- ſtealers ſpare, 
From their tails O your fingers remove; 
For their backs bear the name of my fairy 
And the wool is all ſacred to love. 


8 D 6. 
. 


HEN unrelenting fates ordain 
That lovers ne'er ſhall meet again, 

W nat object round can joy impart, 

Or wean fiom woe the bleeding heart? 

In ſhades and filent ſcenes we find 

The only joy that ſoothes the mind; 

There, uncontroul'd, fond thoughts may roveg 
And back recall the hours of love. 


Put ah! when baimy hope is fled, 

To pieafure's voice the heart is dead; 
Then mem'ry only wakes to ſhew 
How deep the — ſunk in woe: 
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The ſailor thus, who, far from ſhore, 
Hears all night long the tempeſt roar, 


Soon as the morning lights the ſkies, 
Beholds his veſſel bilge, and dies. 


83 O . 
HARK TO THE Woops. 


HEN Phœbus begins to peep o'er the hills, 
With horns we awaken the day, 
And rouſe brother ſportſmen who ſluggithly ſleepy, 
With hark! to the woods, hark away. 


See! the hounds are uncoupled in muſical cry, 


How ſweetly it echoes around! . 
Our high mettled ſteeds with their neighings try 
All ſeem with pleaſure to echo the ſound. 


Behold when ſly reynard with panic and dread 
At a dittance o'er hillocks doth bound, 


The pack on the ſcent fly with rapid career, 


Hark! the horns, O how ſweetly they ſound. 


Now on to the chace, o'er hills and o'er dales, 
All dangers we nobly defy; _ | 

Our nags are all tout, and our ſports we'll purſue, 
With ſhouts that reſound to the ſky. 


But ſee how he lags, all his arts are in vain, 
No longer with ſwiftneſs he flies; _ 

Each hound in his fury determines his fate, 
The traitor is ſeiz'd on and dies. 


With 


(6x 


With ſhouting and joy we return from the field, 
With love crown the ſports of the day ; 

Then to reſt we recline till the horn calls again, 
Then away, to the woodlands away. 

= ge 

THE WARWICKSHIRE LAD, 


Sung at the Jubilce. 


FE Warwickſhire lads and ye laſſes, 
- | See what at our jubilee paſſes, 


Come revel away, rejoice and be glad, 


For the lad of all lads was a Warwickſhire lad; 
Warwickſhire lad, 
All be glad, 


For the lad of ail lads was a Warwickſhire lad. 


Be proud of the charms of your county, 
Where nature has laviſh'd her bounty; 


Where much has been given, and ſome to be ſpar'd, 
For the bard of all bards was a Warwickſhire bard : 


Warwickſhire bard, 
Never pair'd, | 
For the bard of all bards was a Warwickſhire bard. 


Our Shakeſpear compar'd is to no man, 
Nor Frenchman, nor Grecian, nor Roman 


Their ſwans are all geeſe to the Avon's ſweet ſwan, 
For the man of all men was a Warwickſhire man; 
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Avon's ſwan, 
| A Warwick ſhire man, 
For the man of all men was a Warwickſhire man. 


Old Ben, Thomas Otway, John Dryden, 
And half a ſcore we take pride in; 
Of famous Will. Congreve we boaſt too the ſkill, 


But the Will of all Wills was a Warwickſhire Will; * 


Warwickſhire Will, 
Matchleſs ſtill, 
But the Will of all Wills was a Warwickſhire Will, 


There never was ſure ſuch a creature, 
Of all ſhe was worth he robb'd nature; 
He took al! her ſmiles, and he took all her grief. 
For the thief of all thieves was a Warwickſhire thief: 
A Warwickſhire thief, 
He's the chief; 
For the thief of all thieves was a W arwickſhire thicf. 


N . 


FICKLE YOUTH. 


ICKI.E youth thro the garden of beauty may 


range, | 
And from fair one to fair one jnconſtantly change; 
Like the bee, in the bell of the cowſlip repoſe, 
Steal a kiſs from the lily then wing to the roſe. 


But ſhould Hymen once happen the ſpoiler to meet, 
He compels him for life to enjoy the lame ſweet, 
Nor complain of hard fate; but imprint on your mind, 
That true pleaſures ſhould be like rich odours mw a 4 
. 
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Mark the drop that diſtils from the cloud as it croſt, 


If it fall on the fea how for ever tis loſt: 


And paſhon divided, like a ſpark will de part, 


But when Hymen has fix'd it, a flame lights the: 


heart. | 
S O N 8. 


BEAUTY AND PLEASURE, 


FA/ELIA, hoard thy charms no more, 


Beauty's like the miler's trealure,, 


Silt the vain poſſeſſor's poor, 

What are riches without pleaſure ? 
Endleſs pains the miſer takes, 

To increaſe his heaps of money, 
Lab'ring bees his pattern makes, 

Yet he fears to taſte his honey. 


Vi-ws with aching eyes his ſtore, 
Trembling leſt he chance to loſe it, 
Pining till tor want of more, 


Tho” the wretch wants pow'r to uſe : 


Celia, thus with endleſs arts, 


Waſtes her days, her charins improving, 


Lab'ring till to conquer hearts, 
Yet ne'er taſtes the ſweets of loving. 


Views with pride her ſhape her face,, 
Fancying ſtill ſhe's under twenty, 
Age brings wrinkles on apace, 


While ſhe ſtarves with all her plenty: 


Soon: 


3. } 


Soon or late they both will find 
Time their idol from them 1ever, 
He muſt leave his gold behind, 
 Lock'd within his grave for ever. 


<Czlia's fate wil! ſtill be worſe, 

When her faded charms deceive her, 
Vain deſi re will be her curſe, 
When no mortal will relieve her: 
Czlia, hoard thy charms no more, 

Beanty's like the miſer's treaſure, 
Taſte a little of thy flore, 

What is beauty without pleaſure, 


THE DESOLATE SWAINs 


AD I but the wings of a dove, 
Enraptur'd I'd haſten away, 
And quickly repair to my love, 
Whoſe beauties enlighten the day : 
Bring ſoon from the hamlets again, 
Ye gods her I aſk for my wife; 
Without her I'm ever in pain, 
And reliſh no pleaſure in life. 


Ab! cruel decree of hard fate, 

To xeep me ſo long from my dear, 
Come pity my deſolate ſtate, 

And baniſh all thought of deſpair ; 


With 
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With her O what ſcenes I enjoy, 

Of mirth and good humour all day, 
Such bleſſings. as never will cloy, 

Nor ceaſe till our fouls leave the clay, 
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THE GOLDFINCH TO CHLOE, 


RECITATIVE. 


O Handel's pleaſing notes as Chloe ſung, 
The charms of heavenly liberty, 
A gentle bird, till then with bondage ple as'd, 
With ardour panted to be free: 
His priſon broke, he ſeeks the diſtant plain, 
Yet, 'ere he flies, pours forth the parting ſtrain, 


| AIR 
Whilſt to the diſtant vale I wing, 


Nor wait the ſlow return of ſprings 
Rather in leafleſs groves to dwell, 
Than in my Chloe's warmer cell, 
Forgive me, miſtreſs, ſince by thee 
I firſt was taught ſweet liberty. 
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Soon as the welcome ſpring ſhall cheer, 
With genial warmth the drooping year, 
JlI tell upon the topmoſt ſpray 
Thy ſweeter notes improv'd my lay, 
And in my priſon learn'd from thee 
To warble forth ſweet liberty, 


Waſte 


Waſte not on me an uſeleſs care, 

That kind concern let Strephon ſhare z 
Slight are my ſorrows, ſlight my ills, 
To thoſe which he, poor captive, feels; 
Who, kept in hopeleſs bonds for thee, 

Yet ſtrives not for his liberty. 


3 2 
3 N . 
I'LL THINK ON THEE, MY LOVE, 


N ftorms, when clouds obſcure the ſky, 
And thunders roll and lightning fly ; 
Amidſt theſe dread and dire alarms 
— think, my Sally, on thy charms: 
The troubled main, 
| The wind and rain, 
My ardent paſſion prove; 
Laſh'd to the helm 
Should ſeas ov'erwhelm, 
I'll think on thee my love. 
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When rocks any on every fide, 
And art 1s vain the ſhip to guide, 
In varied ſhapes when death appears, 
The thought of death my boſom cheers 3 
The troubled main, 
The wind and rain, 
My ardent paſſion prove; 
Laſh'd to the helm 
Should ſeas o'erwhelm, 
I'll think on thee my love, 


But 
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But ſhould the gracious pow'rs prove kind, 
Diiſpel the rccks, and ſtill the wind, 
And watt me to thy arms once more, 
Safe to my long loſt native ſhore: 
No more the main 
I'd tempt again, 
But tender Joys improve z 
I then with thee 
Should happy be, 
And think on nought but love, 


r ͤ— 
3 0. 
THE STREAMLET, 


Sung in the Woodman. 


0 HE ſtreamlet that flow'd round her cot, 


All the charms of my Emily knew; 
How oft” has its courſe been forgot, 


While it paus'd her dear image to woo, 


Believe me, the fond filver tide, | 


Ene from whence it deriv'd the fair prize, 
| For ſilently ſwelling with pride, 
It reflected her back to the ſkies, 
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WHITHER, MY Lover. V 
Sung in the Haunted Tower, T 
HITHER, my love, ah! whither art thou 
gone, 
Let not thy abſence cloud this happy dawn, 
Say, by thy heart, ſhall falſhood e' er be known? | 
Ah! no, no, no, the ſelfiſh thing's his own: = 3 
The heart he gave, with ſo much cate, ; 
Still ſhelter'd in my breaſt I wear, 4 


Yet for its maſter beats alone, 
I'm ſure the ſelfiſh thing's his own. 
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THE TRUE BRITON, | He 


Sung by Mr. Incledon. 


HEN our enemies riſe and defiance proclaim | 
Undaunted to battle we fly; | 
Forget the ſoit ties that enervate the frame, 
And fight till we conquer or die: 
Our ſweethearts we leave, nay our children and wives, 
And brave all the danger of wars, 
We fight that the reſt may live peaceable lives, 
And ſtand till the laſt in their cauſe, 


In | 


5 WILLIAM AND ANN. 
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ves, 
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In the heat of the battle, when loud cannon's roar, 
And the wounded our vengeance excite, 

We mufter our men, more enrag'd than before, 
And with double the fury we fight ; 

When th' tumult is o'er, and th* unfortunate flaing 
Are decently laid in the ground, 

To our friends and our homes we return once again, 


With horor and victory crown'd, 
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Sung by Maſter . elſh. 


NCHEERING was the fatal morn, 
The clouds aſſum'd a ſable hue, 
When William bent his ſteps, forlorn, 
To bid his lovely Ann adieu: 
With anxious cares and grief oppteſt, 
With anguith rankling in his heart, 
He claſp'd tbe fair-one to his breaſt, 
And fondly cry'd, we ſoon muſt part. 


To raging hoſtile ſeas I go, 

Where Galia's ſons diipute our fame, 
To hurl deft: uCtion on the foe, 

And vincicate the Britiſh name: 
Then check, my love, that burſting tear, 
Let reaſon's force thy grief controul; 
y own affliction I can bear, 

But thine diſtreſs me to the ſoul, 
x Tho? 
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Tho? boiſt'rous winds around me blow, 
Tho? angry billows round me ſweli, 
For thee my conſtant breaſt ſhall glow, 
The tender thought on thee ſhail dwell s 
Thus ſpoke the youth, and ſigh'd adieu, 
Then ſought the gallant veſſel's fide, | 
Dark fate her keeneſt arrow drew, 


And William bravely fought—and dy'd. 2 
| Ol 
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JOHNNY WAS A PIPER'S SON, 
F® Th 
Sung by Mr. Hollingſworth, Ah. 
OHNNY was a piper's ſon, 5 3 
Jenny was a fidler's daughter; Js He 
Johnny tun'd his oaten reed, | F 


And Jenny ſung as Jobnny taught her: 
if Oh! Johnny, blithe and bonny, _ 
Bis Oh! Johnny, o'er the water 
| Johnny gay, his pipe would play, 
And Jenay ſung as Johnny taught her. 


| | Down the meadow, through the grove, 
ODODier the hill they oft' were ftraying, 
By the murmuring river's fide, | 

Johnny tic'd her out a maying: 
Oh] Johnny, blithe and bonny, 

Oh! Johnny o'er the water, 
Johnny gay, his pipe would play, 
| And Jenny ſung as Johnny taught her. 


SONG, 
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TO ME A SMILING INFANT CAME, 


O me a ſmiling infant came, 
And told me friendſhip was his name, 
And I—ah! well-a-day— 
Cloſe preſs'd the urchin to my breaſt, 
Where ſoon he robb'd my ſoul of reſt, 
*T was love—ah! well-a-day. 


Then ſhould you e'er the traitor meet, 
Ah! ne'er believe his accents ſweet, 
For he—ah! well-a-day— 
Will flatter only to betray, 
He wounds the heart, then flies aways 
Falſe love—ah! well-a-days 


s Oo N 0.4 
NO MORE THAT ANGEL FORM TO VIEW, 
O more that angel form to view, 
No more that feraph tongue to hear, 


o more the figh—the ſoft adieu, 
No more to ſhed the parting tear. 


I from thee am for ever torn, 
My long lov'd fair, my ſoul's beſt prize 
Thro' life's drear ſcenes I ſtray forlorn, 


J. n in my path no flow'ls ariſes 


Deſpair 


* 


cn) 
Deſpair and grief my ſteps purſue, 
Thus parted from my Sylvia dear; 
No more her angel form to view, 
No more her raph tongue to hear. 


8 O N 8. 


THE WANDERING SAILeR. 
Sung by Mr, Banniſter. : 


HE wand'ring ſailor ploughs the main, 
A competence in life to gain ; 
Undaunted braves the ſtormy ſeas, 
To find at laſt content and eaſe ; 
In hopes, when toil and danger's o'er, 
To anchor on his native ſhore, 


When winds blow hard, and mountains roll, 
And thunders ſhake from pole to pole; 
Tho? dreadful waves ſurrounding foam, 
Still flatt'ring fancy wafts him home 

In hopes, when . er. danger's oer, 

To anchor on his native ſhore. 


v8 When round the bowl, the jovial crew, 
The early ſcenes of youth renew; 

| 'T ho! each his fav'rite fair may boaſt, 

This is the univerfal toaſt : 

May we, when toil and danger's 0'ery 
Caſt anchor on our native ſhore, 
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| Sung by Miſs Leake, in the Smugglers. 
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 HE'S FAR AWAY, 


| 4 * 


Ab my love ever travell'd the diſtance from 
| * 3 ie; 
What proof of his truth could be clearer? 
My heart would be dancing with tranſport and glee, 
In my boſom as light as a teather ; 
But he's far away 
For many a day, 
And left me his ablence to mourn; 
Vet his vows: were fo true, 
When he bade me adieu, 
That 1 fondly will hope his return, 


When he comes—at the thought 1 ſhould dance all 
: the day, 
For truth no diſguiſe ought to know z 
When he comes—twill my conſta more than repay 
And my joy will in ther's overuow ; 
Burt he's far away, 
For many a day, 
And left me his abſence to mourn 
Yer his vows were ſo true, 
When he bade me adleu, 
That I fondiy will hope his return. 


* — SONG» 


NMI fathers before me, Ive heard the folks ſay, | A. 
0 


Few of the ſhingles I fear have been good, 


« 9+ 3 
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EV'RY MAN IN HIS STATION» 


Sung by Mr, Suett. | A 


Purſued this vile calling for many a day; | 
me twiſt in their nature has ſurely deſcended, 1 
Or long before this time their ſon muſt have mented: 
For every man in his ſtation, 

From father to ſon k 
The profeſſion has run; fi 

We catch what we can, 

Yes, that is our plan, 

Tis a duty to labour in our vocation. 


All rogues from the conqueſt, perhaps from the flood, [ 

If my anceſtors then, on all conſcience would trample, F. 

Tis true filial love to purſue their example: ; 
For every man in his ſtation, &c. 
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IN TAT TER'D WEED, [ Rod 
Sung by Maſter Welſh. | 

If ric 


Is hapleſs Primroſe doom'd to ſtray, f 
ompell'd, a wretched wand'rer known, ys 
0! 


hy tatter'd weed, from town to town, 
To ſeek a home from day to day: 


Barefootf 


ET I 


Barefoot as ſhe ſtrolls forlorn, 
O'er the flint or pointed thorny 
Silent muit her forrows be, 
Her madrigal, tweet charity. 


At evening will the village hind 
In rapturs liſten to her tongs 


ſay, And buy her toys in hope to find 
> What future joys to him belong. 
5 Barefoot as the ftroils along, &. 
0 
2 IF ROUND THE WORLD, 
J Sung by Mr. Banniſter, 
TIS 


= 
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Found the world poor ſailor's roam, 
And bravely do their duty, 
Wen danger's paſt they find their home, 
With each his fav'rite beauty. 


eee, eee 


For Nan, and Sue, and Moll, and Beſs, 
And fifty more delight them, 

[ And waen the honied lip they preſs, 

Who lays it don't requite them? 


| 


4 


If rich he comes, what pleaſure then, 

I Nancy do not ſhare it? 

If poor ne ſcorns then to complain, 
For Nancy too will bear it. 


e foot Ez 


(-70-) 
What lubber then like him ſo gay, 


His grog crowns ail his ſorrow, 
For damme if tis foul to-day, 
"Ts lure to right to-morrow. 


He ſprings on ſhore aftutr?d to meet | 
The partner lov'd moit dearly z . 
In me 'Try dance, with nimble feet, | 
Jo pipe and tabor cheerly, | 


—— — 

83 O0 N86. 
THE VILLAGE MAID. 
Sung by Miſs De Camp. 


HE vll ge maid, with ruddy charms, 
Some peaſant lad admires, - 8 
Knows not a fear but thoſe alarms, 5 
His rugic heart inſpires; £ 
At cv'ning homeward as ſhe hies, | 
By wookland- fide or fountain, | + 
She iift-ns to with ſweet ſurprize, { 
His pipe upon the mountain. | 


More lovely far when morning”s breath, 


Improves her roſeate hue ; WI 
And meets her on the broomy heath, 5 
As ſweet as playful too; My 
Returning home at fall of night, 8 V 
By woodland fide or fountain, T At 
She liſtens to with new delight, f 1 


His pipe upon the mountaln. 


SONG. 


> 3s 


CY 


DU Fo 
THE WAVES RETREATING, 
Sung by Miſs Leake and Maſter Welſh, 


HE waves retreating from the ſhore, 
In murmurs quits the printleſs ſand, 

O'er the green rock tae ſurges pour, | 

The white foam lingers on che ſtrand: 
We'll ſearc the ito: 2s the water's leave, 

Whether of lea weed or of ſhell, 
Till ſinking in the weſtern wave, 

Tie ſun's lait ray ſhall bid farewell. 


. 
NAST THOU FORGOT THE OAK. 
Sung hy Mr. Dignum. 


AST thou forgot the oak that throws 
It's reverend arm acrols the tide, 

Wh:ch o'er the root in filence flows, 

From noon's broad beam its courle to hide ? 
My Stella there was us'd to ſtray, 

When no obtruſive foot was nigh, 
At peep of dawn or ſetting day, 

To ſhare the oft” repeated ſigh. 


E T There 
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There firſt J mark'd the damaſk roſe, 
Suffuſſing deep ker glowing cheek, | 

There would the heavenly eye diſeloſe, 

More than the falr'ring tengue could ſpeak $ 

Till love had taught ber timid: heart, 

No more its feeling< to deny, | 

Then tear for tear wou 'd duiy fart, | | 

Ani ſigh re-echo back to ſigh, | 


S8 G N 6. 


WHEN SLEEP HAS. CLOS'' Dp. 


Surg by Mr. Kelly, is Mahmoud. 


TT T7 HEN fleen has clos'd the trav®ier's eyes, 1 
\ E l ng :otigue oppreſs'd, | 
While fluzt ting loft, ſerene he lies, 
And finks inc wny ret, 

By the glimpſes of the mocn, 
Springs the Arab on his prey; 

Oz beneath the ſcorching noon, 
Bears the loaded weaith aways 


— ORs Pym 
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But tho? in hours of ſweet repoſe 
His ſpoil the rover ſeek, | 
Yer oft” concern for human woe 
Impearls his glowing cheek : 
When the captive fair-one pleads, 
Beauty, born to be ador'd, 
While reſiſtance round him bleeds, 3 
Beauty triumphs o'er his ſword. 


SONG, 
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THO' PLEASURE SWELL. 


| 5 Sung by Mr. Brabam. 


O pleaſure ſwell the jovial cry, 
Amid the chace reſoundingy 

| While light with airy ſtep we fly, 

O'er hill, o'er valley bounding 3 

Pleas'd I forego delights fo ſweet, 

A parent's dearer ſmiles to meet. 


— — — —— 
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AND NONE OUR STEPS EEx. 


Sung by Mrs. Bland. 


9 Y HEN jealous miſers ſtarve in wealth, 
1 And bar th* unfriendly door, 
With ſecret Rep and nightly ſtealth, 

We free their uſelels ſtore : 

Then nimbly croſs the mountain's brow, 
Some fortune new to try, | 
While ſleep enfolds the vale below, 

And none our ſteps eſpy. 


The rich may ſteal with bolder face, 
And where they rob may ſtay ; 
With modeſt fear our thefts we grace, 
And ſhua the face of day: 
3 E 4 


| When 


( 8 ) 


. morn peeps in her twiligbt grey, 
And lights up half the ſky, 

O'er dew drops ſ(wift we hie away, 

And none our ſteps eſpy. 


CE LES 


. 
THE WAN DRINC ARABS. 


Sung by Mefſ. Kelly, Sedgwick axd 9 8 


E, who and king Arabs are, 
Fly from ſorrow, laugh at care, 

Let the notes of love reſound 

And the ruby cup go round: 

While the gale its fragrance brings, 5 

And the ſummer flowret iprings. 4 


CHORUS. 


We, who wand' ring Arabs are, 
Fly from ſorrow, laugh at care. 


Who can tell to- morrow's doom? 
If the roſe of life ſhall bloom? _ 
Or, beneath the blighting ſhade, 
Droop untimely, pine, and fade: 
We, who wand'ring Arabs are, 
Fly from ſorrow, laugh at cares 
We, who, &c. 
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Surg by Sig, Storace and Mrs, Bland. 


| maces 
Walle mincing her paces ſhe trips on her way! 
Obſerve how alarming ! how hopeleſs the case is! 
j Sie thinks that new faces ere ſure of the day; 1 
That cough {o engaging, each moment feplying eh eh 
Sti! fainting and dying, Oh! dear, well-a-day, | 
Ah! vain filly creature, my mirth you excite, 
A perſon ſo charming muſt always delight. 7 


 CYBSERVE how enchanting, what airs and gri- 
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: 8 O N G. 
TYRANT LOVE. 


Sung by Mijs Miller. 


\ HEN with wiſhes ſoft and tender [ 
[ove has once the heart impreſs'd, j 
Forged thy freedom to ſuirender, | 
Hope no more, fond heart, to reſt ! 
Never more to taſte of pleaſure, | ; 
Is tne tyrant's ſtern decree; _ | 
Yet to decm each figh a treaſure, 
Dearer far than liberty. 


Es: SONG. 
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On! HAPLESS YOUTH« 


Sung by Miſs Miller. 


H! hapleſs youth, to grandeur born, 
To ſhore its dangers, feel its woes 

Deſcend, in deſerts thus forlorn, 

The fleeting charm that grandeur knows. 


How bleſt to be a ſhepherd born, 

To taſte the ſweets content beſtows; 
Nor anxious fear a lurking thorn, 

Where nature ſpreais the Jurking thorn. 


8 0 N. 
THE HEAVING OF THE LEADs 


Sung by Mr. Incleden, 


OR England, when, with fav'ring gale, 
Our gallant ſnip up channel ſteer'd, 
And ſcudding under eaſy tail, 

The high blue western land appear'd, 
To heave the lead the ſeaman ſprung, 

And to the pilot cheerly ſung, 

By the deep nine. 


(Ty 9 


And bearing up to gain the port, 
| Some well-known object kept in view, 
An abbey-tow'r, an harbour-tort, 
Or beacon, to the veſſel true: 
While oft” the lead the ſeaman flung, 
And to the pilot cheerly ſung, 
By the mark ſeven: 


And, as the much-lov'd thore we near, 
With tranſport we behold the roof, | 
Where dwells a friend, or partner dear, I 
Of faith and love a matchleſs proof; 
| The lead once more the ſ-ainan flung, 
| And to the pilot cheerly ſung, 
Quarter leſs five. 


Now to her berth the ſhip draws night, 
We take in ſail, ſh- r-els the tide, 
© Stand clear the cable,” is the cry, 
The anchor's gone, we ſafely ride; 
The watch is ſet, and through the night 
We hear the ſeaman with delight, _ 
Proclaim all's well.“ 


— — — 
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THE PEDLAR. 
Sung by Mr. Kondo 


AM a jolly gay pedlar, 
Come here to ſell my ware; 
And tho' in all things I'm a medler, 
I meddle moſt with the fair: 
EIS E 6 


When 


8 ( 84 ) 
When I ſhew my ribbons to Miſſes, 


Tho? copper and tilier I gain, 
Vet better I'm pleas'd with the bliſſes, 


Which now I cannot explain, 


Fools ſay that life is but ſorrow, 
And teen dilinclin'd to be gay; 

But why ſhould we think of to- morrow, 
When we may be happy to-day : 

I rove round the woild for my pleaſure, 
Re ſolv'd to take nothing amiſs, 

And think my exiſtence a treature, 
. bleſt with a ar and a kiſs. 


They ſurely are thick- headed aſſes, 
Who know that youth's gone in a anch 
And will not enjoy as it paſſes, 
The ſeaſon that never comes back: 
Let time jog on ſlower or quicker, 
Or whether we're filly or wiſe, 
We ſhall not be the worſe for good liquor, 
Or the ſmile of a girl with black eyes. 


Sg. N 8. 
SWEET LILIES OF THE VALLEY. 


Sung at Vauxhall, 
'ER barren hills and flow *ry dales, 
O'er ſeas and diſtant ſhores, 
With merry pipe and jocund tale, 
I've pais'd ſome plealant hours: 
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Tho? wand'ring thus I ne'er could find, 
A gl like blithſome Sally, 

Who picks, and culls, and cries aloud, 
Sweet lilies of the valley. 


From whiſtling o'er the harrow'd turf, 

F om neſting of each tree, 

I choie a ſoldier's life to wed, 

So locial gay and free: 

Yet though the laſſes love as well, 
And often try to rally, 

None pleaſes me like her who cries, 
Sweet lilies of the valley. 


I'm now return'd, of late diſcharg'd, 
To ufe my native toil, 

From fighting in my country's cauſe, 

To plough my country's ſoil: 

I care not which, with either pleas'd, 
So I potleſs my Sally, 

That little merry nymph that cries, 

Sweet l:lies of the valley. 


LET THE BILLOWS ROAR» 
Sung by Mr. Dignum. 


HEN whiſtling winds are heard to blow 
In tempeſts o'er the earth, 
'I he teaman's oft? daſh'd to and fro, 
Yet cheerly takes his birth ; 
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And as he fearleſs mounts the ſhrouds, 
Awhile the veſſel ſwings, 

Tho' ſkies are mantled o'er with ſhrouds, | | | 
The gallant ſailor ſings : 

*Tis pretty Poll, and honeſt Jack, 
My girl and friend on ſhore, 1 

Will hail me at returning back, \ 

So let the billows roar. 


When bending « o'er the rocking yard, 
While ſeas in mountains riſe, 
He takes a ſpell, however hard, 
And danger e'er defies: | | 5 
The ſtorm once o'er, the gallant tar 
Let's fancy freely roam, 
And tho' from many a friend afar, 
Thus ſings of thoſe at home. 
"Tis pretty Poll, &c. 


on burning coaſts, or frozen ſeas, 
Alike in each extreme, 
The gallant ſailor's eber at eaſe, 
And floats with fortune's ſtream: 
To love and friendſhip ever true, 
He ſteers life's courſe along, 
And whereſoever failing to 
Fond hope elates his ſong. 
Un pretty Poll, &c. 
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OLD TOWLER, 


Sung by Mr. Incledon. 


RIGHT chanticleer proclaims the dawn, 
And ſpangles deck'd the thorn 
The lowing herds now quit the lawn, 
The lark ſprings from the corn; 
Dogs, huntſmen round the window throng, 
Fleet Towler leads the cry, 
Ariſe, the burthen of their ſong, 
This day a ſtag muſt die: 
With a hey ho chivey, 
Hark forward, hark forward, tantivy, 
Hark forward, hark forward, hark forward, tantivy, 
tantivy, hark forward, tantivy, 
Ariſe the burthen of their long; 
This day a ſtag muſt die, 
'This day a ſtag muſt die, 
This day a ſtag mult die. 


The cordial takes its merry round, 
The laugh and joke prevail; 
The huntſinan blows a jovial ſound, 

The dogs ſnuff up the gale : 


1 The upland winds they ſweep along, 


O''er fields thro? brakes they fly, 
The game is rous'd, too true the ſong 

This day a ſtag muſt die. 
With a hey ho chivey, &c. 


1 "TW 1 


Poor ſtag the dogs thy haunches gore, 
The tears run down tby face 
The huntſman's pleaſure is no more, 
His joys were in the chaſe: 
Alike the ſportimen of the town, 
The virging game in view, 
Are full content to run them down, 
Then they in turn purſue. 
Wich a hey ho chivey, &c. 


S ON 6.4 


FAIR KATE OF WEYMOUTH» 


VaR Kate of Weymouth lov'd a tar, 
Ben Surf, as kind a ſoul, | 
As ever brav'd the hoteſt war, 
Or flung the flowing bow! | 
Yet, oft” he'd heave a ſigh, fince fate 
Had borne him far from lovely Kate, 


For Ben in vain, had often ſtrove, 
(Would parents but agree) 
To wed fair Kate, his only love, 
*Ere that he went to ſea; 
But, ah! in vain—fond hope was o'er, 
Fe ſigh'd then left his native ſhore, 


One night as the mid-watch he kept, 
A looſe to love he gave, 
For while his ſhipmates careleſs ſept, 
Plung'd in a wat'ry grave 
© The conflia's o'er, ſweet Kate, he cry'd, 
Then ſunk in peace, alas! and dy'd. 
| Thus, 


199 
Thus, hope is like a ſummer gale, 
That's tranſient as the wind, 
Which reefs too ſoon ſoft pleaſure's ſail, 
Ere the wiſh'd port we find: 
| The tidings to fair Kate were brought, 
1 Whole botom was with anguiſh fraught. 


© And is my love no more? ' ſhe cry'd, 
6 Then peace adieu, farewell, 

This heart to his was e'er allied, 
And till it ſhall be true; 

I feel my ſpirit wing its flight—" 

She ſpoke and ſunk in endleſs night. 


DU E T. 
WILL GREAT LORDS AND LADIES. 


Sung in the Haunted Teber. 


Wb. great lords and ladies, 


Dreſt up on gay days, 
Come to viſit you and 1? 
All ſcraping, bowing, 
Great friendſhip vowing, 
While we hold our heads ſo high: 
Should the fine gentry ſmoke us, 
Lud how they'll joke us, 
How they'll laugh at filly me; 
-___Pſha! we ſhall be ever 
Reckon'd vaſtly. clever, 
While our pockets full, d'ye ſee 3 
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„ 
Then ev'ry day 
New joy ſhall bring; 
And ever gay, 
We'll dance and ing 
Fal lal de ral, 
How merry ſhall we be. 


of great fortune vaunting, 
Low people taunting, 


% Dignity we muſt ſupport: 


*Mong high Barons bouncing, 
Fine ladies flouncing, 
We may chance to go to court! 
Well, fegs, I care not, 
Court tho? we ſhare not, 
If at home we happy be; 
Soon I may be bold, 
To hope that I ſhall hold, 
A little Baron on my knee ; 
Then every day, 
oy New joy ſhall bring, 
And ever gay, 
We'll dance and fing, 
Fal lal de ral 
How merry ſhall we be. 


S 0 N. 8. 
LIRA LAs 
Sung by Mrs. Bland. 


ITTLE thinks the townſman's wife, 
While at home ſhe tarries, 

hat may be the laſs's life, 

Who a ſoldier marries; 


— Fact he, 
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Now with weary marching ſpent, 
Dencing now before the tent, 
Lira lira la, lira lira la, 

With her jolly ſoldier. 


In the camp at night ſhe lies, 
Wind and weather fcorning, 
Only gricv'd her {ove muſt riſe, 
And qu't heren the morning: 
But the vvubitul ſkirmith done, 
Blithe ſhe tings at iet of {un 
Lira lira la. &c. 
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HOW HAPPILY MY LIFE I LIED. 


Sung by Mr. Dignum: 


OW happily my life 1 led, 
Without a day ot ſorrow, 
To plow and ſow, 
To reap and mow, 
No care beyond the morrow: 
In hot or cold, in wet or dry, 
I never grumble, no, not I; 
My wite tis true, 
Loves words a few, 
What then J let her prate; 
For ſometimes ſmooth and tome times rough, 
I found myſelf ſtill rich enough 
In the joys of a humble Rate, 


But 


( 9* 
But when with law I craz'd my head, 
I loſt both peace and plealure 
Long ſays to hear, 
| To ſearch and ſwear, | J 
And plague beyond all meaſure z q 
One grievance brought another on, . 
f My debts increaſe, my ſtock is gone, 
My wife ſhe ſays, | 
Our means "twill raiſe, 4 
What then, *tis idle prate a 
For ſometimes ſmooth, and ſometimes rough, 
1 found myſelf fill rick enough, 0 
In the joys of an humble ſtate, 
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| S O N G.+ 


THE BLACKBIRD'S SWEET WHISTLE, 


7 OULD you know true enjoyment, come liſt 
to my lay, | 
| Where health and contentment are ſeen ? 
View the mower that riſes at dawn of the day, 
And trips o'er the mantle of green ; 
„ To the lark's early ſong, 
: Zee, he trudges along, 
OCi''er many a briar and thiſtle ; 
Then all cheerful and blithe, 
As he oft? whets his ſcythe, | 
Hel ſing to the blackbird's ſweet whiſtle. 


For 


9 


For ſay, what is riches compared to health, 
Or greatneſs to ſweet peace of mind? 
The one may add pleaſure, the other add wealth, 
But no bliſs in either we find, 
Like that, when the lung 
Of the lark calls along, 
O'er many a briar and thiſtle; 
The b:iſk mower fo blithe, 
| Who does oft” whet his ſcythe, 
And fings to the blackbird's ſweet Whiſtle. 


How ſweet does a ſmile from the cot of content 
Cheer the peatant when labour is o'er; 
Who ne'er once repines for what heaven's ſent 
But gratefully bleſſes its ftore : | 
The lark's cheerful ſong, 
Still cails him along, 
O'er many a briar and thiſtle; 
Then all cheerful and blithe, 
He again whets his ſcythe, 
And ſings to the blackbird's ſweet whiſtles 


8 O N G. 
THE DAUNTLESS SAILOR. 


Sung by Mr. Incledon 


HE dauntleſs ſailor leaves his home, 
Each fofter joy ans eaſe, 
To diftant ciimes he loves to roam, 
Nor dreads the bo.{{'rous leas: 
His heart with hope of vict'ry gay, 
Sco1ns frum the foe to run; 
In battle terrors meit away 
As ſnow before the fun. 
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Though all the nations of the world 
Britannia's flag would lower, 

Her banners ſtili ſhall wave unfurl'd, 

And dare their haughty power: 

S But ſee, Bellona ſheathes her ſword, 

LY Huſh'd is the angry main; 

The cannon's roar no more is heard, 
Sweet peace reſumes her reign. 
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He haſtes unto his native ſhore, 
Where dwells ſweet joy and reſt; 
His lovely Sufan's ſmiles implore, 
To crown and make him blett ; f 
Now all the toit and danger paſt, | 
And Suſan's love remains, I 


: 
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The honeſt tar is bleſt at laſt, ; 
Fer ſmiles rewaid his pain, 
I 
| | 1 
83 0 8. | 
| HARK | ELIZA'S TUNEFUL VOICE. c 
Il x Sung by Maſter Phelps. v 
f f : ; 
i! ARE! hark! Eliza's tuneful voice S1 
Gives harmony to love's ſoft ſongs | 
uſh ev'ry rude and vulgar noiſe, Bi 
Ye zephyrs ſoftly breathe along. 
See, love herſelf ſtands lining by, N 
While Cupids hover round, | 
Let not the tender heaving ſigh, F 0 


Diſturb the magic ſound, 
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"Tis heav'n to hear Eliza's voice, 
When love inſpires the ſong, 

But, ah! how muſt that ſwain rejoice, 
Whoſe name her notes prolong. 


— 
S O N 6.4 
POOR ANCHORET. 

Sung by Mr. Dignum. 


OO R Anchoret, a maiden fair, 
Whoſe worth might virtue's ſelf adorn, 

Long lov'd a tar, of merit rare, 
4 All nobly brave, but fortune's ſcorn ; 
For him ſhe heav'd the penſive ſigh, 

While forrow mark'd, with fond regret, 

The tear that flow'd from either eye, 
Adown the cheek of Anchoret. 


© Ah! me, ſhe cry'd, ftern fate has borne 
My true love diſtant far from me; 
What fears await his wiſh'd return, 
Safe from the dangers of the ſea ! 
Since that he's doom's alas! to rove, 
My cares awhile I'd fain forget, 
But abſence doth moſt firmly prove, 
The love fincere of Anchoret,” 


Now ev*ning clos'd the ſultry day, | 
Which check'd awhile the riſing figh 3 
For calm repoſe ſoft wip'd away 
The pearly tear from off her eye: 
— 3 


i 


Thus 


( 96 ) 


Thus lumber bade meek ſorrow ceaſe, ' 
And ev'ry timid fear forget, 

Till morn awak'd her from ſweet. peace, 
And fill'd with care poor Anchoret. 


But joy at length her wiſhes crown'd, 

For ſafe return'd her love from tea 
In him all conflancy ſhe found, 

For he was ever kind and free: 
Thus he rewarded love fincere, 

And bade her ev'ry care forget, 
Who. mcek beheld her in a tear, 

And wip'd it trom poor Anchoret. 


8-0 N 0.» 
AT EVE WITH THE WOODLARK I REST. 
Sung at Vauxhall. 


T eve with the woodlark I reſt, 

] riſe on each morn with the lame, 
By the note of the nightingale bleſt, 

I laugh at the trumpet of fame. 


From tae top of the primroſy hill, 
How many proud buildings I ſee, 
The lords of them envy who will, 
My eaſe and my cottage for me. 


I ſmile at my country's increaſe, 
In commerce, religion, and arms, 
My beart and my hands are for the.e, 
A Briton, whom liberty warms. 
FINIS 


TOASTS AND SENTIMENTS. 


RATITUDE to our friends, and generoſity to 
our enemies. 


May the poor merit eſteem, and the rich veneration. 


May the volume of beauty never be ſtained by con- 
taminated fingers, 


May beauty never be ſtitched in ſheets tin proper'y 
bound. 


May the cheerful heart never want an agreeable com- 
panion. 


May Britiſh virtue ſhine when every other light is 
Out. 


May the honey of rectitude ſweeten the bitterneſs of 
ſorrow. 


May the heart never covet what the hand has no right 
8 to. - | 


May the ſmiles of the fair reward the efforts of the 
brave, 


May virtue in diftreſs always meet a liberal protector. 


May fortune fill the lap where E n 
hand. 1 
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170 
ay che voyage of life end in the haven of happineſs: 


ay the duties of focial life never give way to ſelſiſh- 


nels. 


Religion without ſuperſtition, and remoiſe without 


deſpair, 


Reaſon in our actions, religion in our thoughts, and | 


reflection in our expreſſions. 


The unity of hearts in the union of hands. 


Succeſs without a check to Britiſh arms. 


Serenity to every breaſt chat beats with philanthropy | | 


The gate of life—and may it never be ſhut aint 


the honeſt. 


The lovers of virtue in the arms of beauty. 


. Society's ſureſt cement—temperance and medeſty. 


The ſtaff of life in the mouth of nature. 


The fruit of good deeds to the winter of our lives. 


The man we prize and the maid we love. 
The ſunſhine of plenty to the retreat of goodneſs. 


Valour without cruelty J and virtue without hy pocriiy 


Vigilance without inquietude, and virginity without 


a ſtain, 


— 
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Wit without virulence, wine without exceſs, a 
wiſdom without affectation. 


| Wzrmth to every heart in a good cauſe, 


Youth without viplences and old age without viru 
lence. | 4 


ut 


ind ; 


| Proſperity tv the liberty of the preſs. 


3 May the heart that achs at the fake of ſorrow always 


(i gt- } 


Plenty to the heart expanded by generoſity, 


May the examples of evil produce good, and reward 
effect that reformation to which puniſhment has 
been ine ffectual. 


May reaſon be enthroned a ſupreme monarch, and 
our paſſions ſubject to his laws. | 


Cupid's magic ring on the middle finger. 


The Engliſhman's triumvirate — love, wine, and 
liberty. 


When anger clouds the brow may forgiveneſs rule in 
the heart. 


May the moments of mirth be regulated | by the dial 
of reaſon, 


be bleſt with the means to relieve it, 


— = 
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May the friends of diſtreſs never know want or forrow 
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May the wreath of victory ever flouriſh on the brow 
of liberty. 
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May the friends of liberty never want the comforts 
of life. | 


May the preſence of the fair, curb the wiſh of the 
licentious . 


May we look forward with . and back without 
remorſe. 


( 192 ) 


May all civil diſtinctions among men be founded on 
public utility. 


May neither precedent nor antiquity be a canRion to 
errors pernicious to mankind, 


Abſalom's end to the fomenters of public miſchief. 


Cork to the heels, caſh to the pockets, courage to the 
hearts, and concord to the heads, of all the friends 
of Old England. 


May our wants never proceed from negligences | of 
our own creation, 


When love attacks the heart may honor be the pro- 
poſer of a truce, 


May the civil power never interpoſe between the cone 
ſcience of man and his Maker, 


May Britons be as averſe to invading the rights of | 


others, as zealous in maintaining their OWN, 


May the morality of individuals prove the policy of 
nations. | 


Community of goods, unity of hearts, nobility of ſen- 
timents, and truth of feelings, to the real lovers 
of the fair ſex. 


Envy in an air-pump without a paige to -breathe 
through. 


__ Geodneſs in our thoughts, gentleneſs in our words, 


and generoſity in our actions. 


Honor in our breaſts and humanity in our hands. 


Hope and happineſs in every ſtate of life, 


Wh 


Ma 


May the wings of love never receive a moulting theo? 


( 73 ) 
Pleaſures that pleaſe on reflection. 


May fortune reſemble the bottle and bowl-—and 45 
by the man who cannot ſtand by himſelf. 


When vine enlivens the hearts let friendſhip ſurround 
the bottle. 


May we never, by overleaping the bounds of prodevers 
treſpaſs upon the bolom of friendſhip. 


May the bud of affection be ripened by the ſunſhine 
of fincerity. 


When honor is to be decided by the ſword, may it 
never find the way to the heart. 


May he who has ſpirit to reſent a wrong, have a heart 
to forgive it. 


The King who is the father of his people and ths 
maſter of himſelf, and that miniſter, who is the 
ſervant of his King and the guardian of the peo- 
ple's rights, 
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The gift of the gods — a handſome wife, a Ready 
friend, and ſound claret. 
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the means of a ſevere reprimand. 


In the choice of profeſſions may that of friendſhip be 
the ſureſt of ſurceſs. 


What vice gains by traffic, may ſhe Joſe on her voy» 
age home. | 


May induſtry be my rewarded as the favorite N 
tortune. 


3 g 8 ff 194 ) 0 1 i 
| Improvement to our arts, and invention to odr artiſts. 


| May Neptune ever acknowledge Britain” 8 m as 
his Sovereign. N | 


Inefficacy to the projects of thoſe who would hurt us 
or aur country. | 7 # 
Inſtability to the councils of Britain's enemies, foreign 
and domeſtic, | | 


. 


Love, in every ſtate, untainted by licentlouſneſe. 
Labour's true reward to every Briton content and 
plenty. | | 


May the lovers of the fair fex never want means to 
* * ſupport and ſpirit to defend them. | 


Modeſty in our diſcourſes, moderation i in our . 
and mutability 1 in our affections. 


May our wants be ſown in ſo fruitful a ſoil as to pro- a 


duce immediate ielief. 


May the tear of miſery be dried by the hand of come 
miſeration. I 


May the ſword of W never wound the heart of | 


ſeaſibility. 


Na) ay Britiſh chaſtity ever keep pace with Britiſh, 
beauty. | 


May our San dite of all kinds be Fair and honor- 
"ny entered. 


- May our love of the glaſs never make us forget 
decency. 


| May the mind never feel the _ of the body. 
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| May the miſer's fear anticipate diſgrace. | 


May health paint the cheek and fincerſty the heart. 


ot 275 * 


May the eve that drops for the misfortune of others 
never ſhed a tear for its 0WN., 3 * 


May liberty never degenerate into licentiouſnefy. 


All we wiſh and all we want. | 
Beauty without affe ctation, and merit © without con- 


ceit. 1 
Innocence to the rifing generarion—and may a good ; 

conſcience be the companion of their lives. = 

May a Roman virtue be encircled with a courtier's «i 

eaſe. = 

2 8 3 

May a joke never be foreſtalled with a laugh. 2 

May opinion never float on the waves of ignorance. 1 


4 


May our hutbandmen, ſeamen, and induſtrious me- 
chanics, never want a harveſt to their labours, 6 
nor peace to enjoy it. : 


May the prize of wildom find many candidates, 
The hand that gives and the heart that forgives. 


May the cward never wear a red coat, nor the hy- 
pocriie a black one. | 


The ſweets of ſenſibility- without the bitters. 
The pleaſures of ima nation realized, - | 
Taſte to our pleaſure, and pleuture to our taſte. | 


Honor's bet employ mc 9 8 protection of inno- 
CE!LCTE, ; ; P 
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laſcivious curioſity. 
May the friendly boſom never want a friend. 


May ns ſmile on our cups, and content on our 
minds. 
** che union of * be always founded on chat 


of hearts. 
"May the work of our nights never fear the day light. 


- May the intercourſe of love never give occaſion for 
the doctor. 
May the morning of our lives — ns to a alm 


. - May dur virtue be healthy without the phy ſic of 
| bY calamity. 

* May we never hurt our neighbour” s peace by a deſire 
Z of appearing witty. 

1 jk © May r never make us arrogant, or adverſi wy 
2 mean. 


May we live to n and learn to live. 


May the love of life never induce us to do a baſe 
action. 
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= May poverty never be looked on with contempt, nor 


i 4 
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EE wealth as a mark of merit. | * 
& May hope never elude our graſp, nor fear a ral our 
3 imagination. 


| May religion and politics flow from v | 
3 0 1 an A 
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